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DOCTOR declared, 'Tour wife needs a change. Salt air will do her 
good." The next time the doctor called, he found Sandy sitting by his 
wife's bedside — fanning her with a herring. 

ATIENT: "Is the doctor in?" 

Attendant: "No; he just stepped out for lunch. " 

Patient: "Will he be in after lunch?" 

Attendant: "Why no, that's what he went out after." 

ASTUS, when ottered a ride in an airplane: "No, suh, Ah stays on 
terrah fermah, and de more firmah de less terrah." 



NDIGNANT merchant: "Even the people who never intend to pay 
ain't buying now." 

ILLIAN, that's a beautiful gift you have received." 

"Say, it ought to be. It was bought on some big steamer." 

k4 ()n board a steamer?" 

"Yep, it came in a package marked S. S. Kresge." 



OLKS," said the colored minister, "the subject of my sermon this evening 
am 'Liars.' How many of youse have read the Sixty-ninth Chapter of 
Matthew?" Every hand came up. "Dat's right," said His Reverence. 
"You is just the ones I want to talk to. Dere is no Sixty-ninth Chapter 
of Matthew." 



H! exclaimed the golfer, after dubbing a drive. I at last understand. 
My trouble is that I stand too close to the ball after I hit it. 

NE Scotchman was told by his doctor that his wife should have had 
her tonsils taken out when she was a child. As a result of the advice, 
the operation was performed — and the bill was sent to the Scot's 
father-in-law. 

ISTEN, Jim. Of what ancient city does a girl remind you." 
Jim: "Babble on, babble on." 



LIMERICKS 



There was a young girl from East 
Who at first was exceedingly shy; 
Hut she met with a sheik 
Who was very sleek, 
And now is she timid? Oh my!!! 




igh 




As a beauty I am not a star, 

There are others more handsome by far, 
Hut my face, I don't mind it, 
'Cause I'm always behind it; 

It's the folks out in front that I jar. 



There was an old woman, Kabooster 
Who had an old Plymouth Rock rooster; 

But she cut off his head 

Until he was dead, 
And now, he don't crow like he uster. 



V 
t 




There was a young girl named Kay 
And thinner she got every day; 
One day, in the tub, 
She pulled out the plug, 
And through the hole floated away. 



There once was a woman, Keyator, 
Who was to sing at the amphitheatre; 

But the poor little thing 

Got up to sing, 
And got hit with a rotten tomater. 
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IKE WALTON'S OWN PAGE 



HOW TO CATCH A FISH 

GIRLS! Be careful of the kind of bait you 
use this year! Only hull-heads or suckers 
can he caught on common bait. Therefore, use 
the most attractive bait you have — your most 
becoming dress, cosmetics applied artistically, 
hair arranged to perfection, etc. 

After you have the best bait attainable, select 
a very romantic spot — a setting most becoming 
to you — and then cast your hook, line and sinker. 

To cast a line efficiently follow the rules listed 
below: 

1. Corner the ''fish" into some tight spot 
where he cannot escape. 

2. Place at his feet a dainty lace pillow. 

3. Kneel gracefully upon the same. 

4. Place your left hand over the heart and 
dramatically stretch out the right. 

5. Cast your line. 
The line: 

Ah! my handsome one, 

When into your alluring eyes I gaze, 

I am overcome with a wondrous daze. 

I cannot find words to express my praise — 

Oh, won't you be mine for the rest of your days? 



( )h, come with me to a 
land that's fair and 
green. 

Where everyone feasts 
upon sugar and 
cream. 

And all is ruled by the 
Love Supreme, 

As fairies live in fanci- 
ful dream. 

For you my heart doth 
beat so quick 

(If you don't accept — 
111 surely kick) 

Oh lovely, loyal, lonely 
king. 

Come on, let's buy that 
wedding ring. 




THE FISH'S REPLY 

BOYS! This is a fishy tale. Beware of so- 
called "attractive bait." We're not all bull- 
heads or suckers, you know. First select your 
bait — be absolutely sure of its qualities, that is, 
see if it is really worth going after — then strive 
after it until it is yours. 

Hoys, beware of the beautiful but dumb variety 
ot bait — the kind, you know, that turns out to 
be of the artificial variety. This highly colored, 
swiftly spinning bait often makes you wish to 
chase after it, get in the swim, so to speak, but 
it generally has the crudest barbs. At least, be 
sure that the bait has something back of it be- 
sides brightly colored paint and a good line. 



However, if you are so 
unfortunate as to be 
cornered in "some tight 
spot" by all means do 
not allow it to become 
inescapable. If you are 
cornered to the extent of 
actually being on t he- 
end of the line there is 
still a means of escape. 
Wriggle yourself free by 
this rebuff: 

If the desire is yours as 

it seems to be 
That I give myself 

wholly over to thee 
And flee to the land of 

pure delight, 
I'll combat the desire 

with all my might. 

For who are you to ask 
of me 

That I leave my all and 

come to thee? 
I'm not a loyal, lonely 

king, 

Go buy yourself that 
wedding ring. 




QUILL 
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Scene — On a dark night. 
Set — On a tack. 

Time — Same as it was yesterday at this time. 

Characters — Frank ) 

cv ■ ( Demon detecatives 
Stein \ 

The President. 

Senator Nitwittie 

ACT I 

Scene i 

(As scene opens Frant^ is sitting at a dest{ 
in his office wrapped in deep thought. 'Twas 
a very cold night. Stein is also wrapped in a 
bathrobe.) 

Frank: Gosh, Stein, times are tough; we 
haven't had a case since last Decemher. 

Stein: Yeh, it was a dirty shame they caught 
that boat from Canada. 

Frank: No, not that kind of a case. I mean 
one that will try our deducting powers. 
(Phone rings.) Answer that phone! I argued 
with the last collecting agency. 

Stein: Say, if it wants me it can come here. 

Frank: Gee whizz! You've got as much ambi- 
tion as a paralyzed turtle. (Answers phone.) 
Hello! Huh? Sure, this is the office of Frank 
and Stein. 

Voice over phone: Help! Murder! Police! Some- 
one has stolen the White House. 

Frank: Stein! It's the President. He says 
somebody's just got away with the White 
House and he wants us to find it. (Into 
phone.) Sure, Mr. President, we'll drop all 
our important business and come down and 
solve the case. — O. K. chief, we'll be seein' 



d STEIN 




ya! — Aw' common, Stein, shake loose from 
that chair, and let's pack our things in a 
trunk! 

Stein: Pack 'em in a trunk? Say, I've got my 
belonging! wrapped around mine. 

(curtain) 

(Note to readers: Excuse noise as the scene 
shifts to Washington.) 

Scene 2 

(Scene laid in Askjher Inn. The boys and the 
President are in deep conference and deeper 
water. ) 

Stein: When did you first notice that the White 

House was gone, Mr. President? 
President: 'Twas the night before — 
Frank: Christmas, and all through the house — 

Aw' that's a different story I guess. 
Stein: Don't interrupt. 

President: That's all right, Stein, I'm used to 

being interrupted. 
Frank: Go ahead! 

President: 'Twas the night before last that my 

wife and I came home from a social function, 

and upon walking up the steps found they 

weren't there. 
Stein: Oh, I see. And you felt just like an 

old man who starts to pick his teeth and finds 

that he's left them home. 
President: Exactly, my dear Stein, you have a 

remarkable power of deduction. 

Frank: And to get on with the story 

President: Well, immediately upon seeing my 

terrible loss, I dashed down to the corner drug 
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store to call the police, but all I could find 
was a pay telephone; that's why I was so 
late in getting the report to the police station 
— you know it's quite a walk from here to 
the station house. 
Stein: Yes, yes. 

President: Then to make a long story longer, 
the police came out and after taking one look 
at the deep pit, -said that they would have 
to refuse the job as undoubtedly they would 
go in the hole on it. 

Frank: But 

President: But me no butts — my friends keep 
me supplied with smoking — say loan me a 
cigarette, will you? 

Frank: Agreed, old kid, but, to repeat what the 
artist's model said when she fell through the 
painting: "Where do we come into the pic- 
ture?" 

President: Getting down to brass tacks — don't 
get down on them too hard though — 

Stein: Speaking of brass tacks, I prefer ten- 
penny nails. From long experience I have 
found that they sound more like money when 
they are rattled in the pocket. 

President: Please, gentlemen, don't get per- 
sonal. To continue, I tried every detective 
agency within a distance of 500 miles of 
Washington and finally, as a last resort, I had 
to call you. Now boys, the case is in your 
hands, and please don't drop it. (At this point 
the President patriotically sings the national 
anthem, "How Dry I Am" and accompanies 
himself with a Cuban rumba.) 
(As the boys all go into a dance, the audience 

goes into hysterics and the curtain jails.) 

Scene 3 

(As the scene opens ¥ran\ and Stein are 
found in their hotel room applying vaseline to 
their noses which are sore from snooping.) 
Frank: Boy, this is a deep case. 
Stein: Yeh, the foundation did leave a big hole. 
Frank: Bring your microscope and we'll hunt 

for clues. 

Stein: I've found several glues but have stuck 

fast on them all. 
Frank: Cut loose, boy, and spill the dope. 
Stein: Well, I got on the trail of one footprint, 

but the thing kept going around. After 



going around in circles for a half hour, I 
discovered I was on a race track. 
Frank: One of these fellows who has a one 
track mind. 

Stein: The second time I got on the trail 
of a strong scent, and when I followed it up, 
I ended with the skunk in the zoo. 

Frank: That's what you call getting skunked. 

Stein: The third clue was mystifying. I be- 
lieve it's the key to the case. 

Frank: Well, unlock the door and let us all in. 

Stein: I was just about to give up for the day 
when suddenly I came upon a trail of white 
which looked like paint chips. 

Frank: Are those anything like potato chips? 

Stein: Say, don't try to act dumb. You can 
do that naturally. 

I ; rank: Well — proceed. 

Stein: Night fell like a bride's first cake, and 
hid the trail, so I returned home to tell the 
news. 

Prank: Eureka I Hoover! and other cleaners! 

I think I know who stole it. 
Stein: Who did it? Tell me! 
Frank: Not now; let's to bed and sleep on the 

question. 

Stein: If it's all the same to you, I'd rather 
sleep on a bed. This question's too hard. 
(As they retire to their rooms upstairs, the 

asbestos falls down from the ceiling.) 

Scene 4 

(As the scene opens we find the heroes, Tran\ 
and Stein on the trail of the criminal.) 
Stein: Is the trail hot, Frank? 
Frank: I'll say, I've burned my nose three times 

already. 

Stein: Do you think we'll catch the robber 
before long? 

Frank: Do I? Say, look at this; a turn in 
the trail! It leads right up to this house! 

Stein: Gosh! How mysterious it looks. 

Frank: Boy, I'll say, I've been thrown out of 
a lot better places than this. Knock on the 
door, Stein. (Stein t{noc\s and so do his 
fences.) (If you'll strain your ears you can 
hear footsteps approaching. Door opens and 
a loud, deep voice booms.) Good morn- 
ing. Walk in, Stein! 



QUILL 
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Stem: Say, I'm not going to take that honor 
away from you. 

Voice from inside: Don't argue, boys, come 
on in. ( The man steps into the doorway, dis- 
closing the familiar figure of ) 

Frank: My gosh, it's Senator Nitwittie. 

Stein: Gee whizz, Frank, we've made a mis- 
take. 

Senator: What's the matter, boys? 

Stein: The White House has been stolen and 
the trail leads right to your house. Can you 
explain that, Senator? 

Senator: Well, boys, I guess I'll have to con- 
fess. I stole the White House! 



Frank: What? You? 

Senator: Yes. You see it was like this: For 
two years now we've had a depression. Every- 
body blamed the White House; so I, being 
public spirited, took it upon myself to remove 
the cause and restore prosperity. The other 
night, while the President was away, I crept 
up to the House, loaded it on my back and 
brought it home. There, boys, is my whole 
story; I am ready for my punishment, for I 
believe I'm a martyr to my land. 
And that, ladies and gentlemen, brings to an 

end our little nightmare. Happy Christmas 

and a Merry New Year!! 



<>===][=] &o 

Things We Never Knew 'Til Now 



That Mr. Lyman's dream of bliss is to have 
two hundred and sixty acres of timber with a 
large library in the middle of the enormous for- 
est. He likes pie of any kind and helps with 
the housework according to his disposition. He 
enjoys reading immensely. 

That Mr. Mann's favorite dish is soup (which 
kind?). He is a tennis and golf enthusiast. 
He helps with the housework, too. (The 
Mann's are newly weds you know.) 

That Mr. Hostetter likes riding on a bright, 
warm, sunshiny day. His favorite pastime is 
playing golf. (Are you sure it isn't setting 
stages?) 

That Mr. Morton loves to fish. He finds great 
sport in fishing. He likes to meditate in the 
woods. 

That Mr. Mayo plays golf and tennis. He 
also enjoys good music. 

That Mike Augustine likes anything. (Hash 
included, Mr. Augustine?) 

That Scotty Russell doesn't like publicity. 
( ( )l course, we don't believe him.) He does 
like all sports. 

That Mr. Burton likes to play the cornet bet- 
ter than he likes to eat. He likes to work with 
hammer and saw. He has made several pieces 
of furniture. (Quite an accomplished man!) 

That Mr. Vietti's favorite movie is "Sonny 
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Boy." His hobby is riding through the country 
and studying people. He enjoys playing golf 
and baseball. 

That Mr. Stephen's favorite pastime is playing 
solitaire. (This is all the information obtain- 
able.) 

That Mr. Olsen's leisure moments are spent 
in reading books and playing the violin. He 
enjoys good music. Sleeping counts, too, in his 
opinion. (We think so, too.) 

That Mr. Prichard likes to read (when he 
gets a chance). He enjoys sports of all kinds. 
He likes track meets, football games, basket ball 
games, etc. (No wonder we like him.) 

That Mr. Tallman likes to play golf, tennis, 
and basket ball. (Forward, ladies! To the golf 
and tennis courts.) 

That Mr. Easter came from the west. He is 
going back to the mountains this summer. He 
likes fishing and most things other people do. 

That Mr. Seevers' favorite pastime is hard 
work. (Ha-ha.) He also likes skunk cabbage! ? 

That Mr. Houser spends his time in hard 
work. (Come on, Mr. Houser, be truthful.) 

That Mr. Rowe gets pleasure in working. He 
likes to go tramping through the woods, study- 
ing and enjoying the beauty of nature. He 
says cards are fine, but he does not care to 
waste his time in playing with them. 



QUILL 



UNITED GIRLS OF AMERICA 



Constitution of the United Girls of America. 
PREAMBLE 
We, the girls of East High School, in order 
to form for the male a more imperfect world, 
establish injustice, insure domestic violence, pro- 
hibit them common defense, demote their gen- 
eral welfare, and secure the blessings of liberty 
for ourselves with great prosperity, do ordain 
and propose this constitution for the United 
GifU of America. 

Article I 
Section i 

All ideas for raising money must originate in 
the House of Feminine; and the male must con- 
cur in that he must earn all the required money. 

Section 2 
The female shall have power to: 

1 . Borrow money on the menial man's credit. 

2. Enact laws on how to drive a man to bank- 
ruptcy. 

3. Demand money, and regulate the punish- 
ment of the lack thereof. 

4. Fix the standard for man's customary wants 
for pleasures. 

5. Promote the disciplining of the science of 
manly arts, by securing for an unlimited time, in 
strict conference, the authors and inventors of 
things harmful to the dominating sex. 

6. To exercise full and exclusive power over 
each male (not over ten miles in circumference) 
and make this one to become the slave and ser- 
vant of the party of the first part. 

7. Make all laws which shall be necessary for 
carrying into execution any of the foregoing 
powers or offshoots from them so long as these 
laws do not inconvenience womankind in any- 
way. 

Section 3 

No money shall be drawn from the mutual 
matrimonial treasury but on suggestion or ap- 
propriations made by the female; and no regu- 
lar statement or account of the receipts and ex- 
penditures of this money need be made. 
Section 4 

No man shall enter into any alliance or con- 



federation proposed for the purpose of breaking 
the power of woman; receive letters from any 
other than his own mistress; keep earned money; 
emit any credit accounts; earn any wealth other 
than gold, silver or paper coin; be a person 
to any law which threatens the sacred bonds of 
matrimony in his own favor. 

Article II 

Section 1 

The mistress shall, at times indicated by herself 
(not less than once a year or more than seven 
times a week) receive for her services a com- 
pensation which may be increased above but 
not diminished below her demanded amount. 

Amendments 
Amendment 1 
The female shall make all laws regulating the 
freedom of speech of men. 

Amendment 2 
A well regulated militia being necessary tor 
the protection of our feminine race, the right 
to bear arms for their own protection shall not 
be denied. 

Amendment 

No man shall, after a hard but peaceful day's 
work, be allowed the privilege of sleep without 
the permission of their mistress; nor, in time of 
argument, be allowed to talk back without per- 
mission of previously mentioned mistress. 
Amendment 4 

No man shall receive a greater punishment 
than hanging; all fines are to be assessed by the 
females and to be used entirely for their benefit; 
the females are exempt from all punishment at 
all times whatever the offense may be. 

Amendment 5 

Both slavery and involuntary servitude shall 
exist within the U. S. with the male totally sub- 
ject to feminine jurisdiction. 

Amendment 6 

The right of the citizens of the U. S. to vote 
shall only be denied to those of the male sex 
who would try to vote contrary to the opinion 
of their wives. 



QUILL 
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AN IDEAL SCHOOL 



AN ideal school to a teacher is considerably 
i different from the ideal of a pupil. As a 
student, I shall endeavor to portray a school 
possibly opposite from any teacher's idea, and 
probably different from one any other student's 
mind would have conceived. 

Along each wall of my model room, I would 
place large overstuffed chairs and davenports 
with smoking stands at the left arm and coolers 
rilled with iced-lemonade (or something else) 
at the right arm. Behind the chairs, floor lamps 
would be found with exquisite lavender and 
old rose shades, not that anyone would care 
to be at such a place at night or to study by 
artificial light on cloudy days, but rather to add 
to the beauty and peace of the room. 

As to the question of how we study, that's 
easy. Suppose we were studying a course in 
American History. We snap on the radio, tune 
in on the down town schoolboard office and 
listen to Mr. Wilson yodel the "Battle of Bunker 
Hill" to the tune of "You Try Somebody Else" 
— rather a unique way, but it brings about the 
desired effect. 

Another question comes to the front, that 
concerning the amount we learn. "In the good 
old days which were bad old days" Mr. Wilson 
could only speak to a small portion of the stu- 
dents of East High, while now he yodels to all 
the schools in the city. We're not selfish; let 
another school listen to a good teacher. 

Instead of going to school five days a week, 
we would go three days if we wanted to, but 



no attendance sheets would be kept. On the 
first day we would listen to the radio lecture 
concert described above, and on the next day 
see a movie with Joe E. Brown as Paul Revere 
in the Battle of Bull Run. We have to recite 
sometime, so on the last day of our three-day 
week we go to the orange slate which surrounds 
the room and with blue chalk explain to the 
other members of the class what our ears have 
preserved from the yodel ing and our eyes have 
retained from the movies. This procedure is 
very simple as the recitation is done by drawing 
a diagram in sort of picture language. In case 
the student is not an artist, he is excused; there- 
fore, in reality, we have but a two-day week. 

Remember how we always forgot (?) our 
notebooks and made a stall to go back to our 
lockers? We don't need to in my "Utopia," 
simply press a button on the right arm of the 
chair or davenport and a pure white sheet of 
linen paper slips out of the slot alongside of the 
arm. As to books, we don't need any with 
movies, the radio, and no home work. 

Isn't it a shame that this cannot really be? 
How sorry we feel that this cannot really be? 
How sorry we feel that we are here in East 
1 [igh School five days a week, writing on plain 
black slate with white chalk, and listening to 
teachers talk instead of yodel ing. 

It has been considerable fun imagining and 
dreaming things utterly impossible, but who 
knows — maybe our greatest great, great grand 
children will be able to enjoy such luxuries. 
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SOPHOMORE STATUTES 



1. Don't run down the steps to lunch — the 
bannisters are a short cut. 

2. Don't hesitate to ask your neighbor a ques- 
tion in Mr. Gabrielson's tests — two heads are 
better than one. 

3. Yawn whenever you feel like it in Miss 
McBride's room — she loves tonsil examina- 
tions. 

4. Snap your gum in Miss Gabriel's 
room — she enjoys the accompaniment 

5. When passing a senior in the 
hall, step aside and make a low 
bow. 

6. Don't fall down the eie 
vator shaft 

7. Never go through the 
tunnel without a body 
guard. 

8. Always hold the 
door open for a senior. 

9. Make as much noise 
as you please in the halls 
during classes — the teachers 
enjoy bawling you out. 

10. Always give your place in 
the cafeteria line to a senior. 1 

11. Never dare sit in the orchestr; 
pit — the seniors have a reserve on it. 

12. Always hand in your themes written 
in pencil — they look much better. 

13. Always keep your lunch between your 
knees — some hungry junior may grab it. 




14. See that all seniors are seated in the 
cafeteria before you sit down. 

15. Don't, under any circumstances, touch the 
shades in the classrooms — only the seniors are 
able to handle them. 

6. Always take the seats in the auditorium 
that are behind posts — the speakers enjoy 
aying peek-a-boo. 

17. Never let yourself be caught reading 
a Balyhoo magazine — wait, at least — 
until you've grown up. 
18. Don't study for tests — remem- 
ber that ignorance is bliss. 

19. Be careful about high-hat- 
ting the senior girls — there 
is no such fury as a woman 
scorned. 
20. Powder your nose 
and comb your hair in 
class — it pays to look 
your best at all times. 
21. Rub your lipstick on the 
drinking fountains — the red 
gives the marble a beautiful finish. 
22. If you become bored at any 
time, don't hesitate to go to sleep — 
a required amount of this is very nec- 
essary for your growth. 
23. The corridor in front of the cafeteria 
is reserved as an ideal place for a rendezvous 
with your lover — this is a very handy piece 
of knowledge. 



AIR CASTLES 

Once I built a castle of an ; 

. I beautiful one, so free from care, 

From wor\ and worry, and far from woe: 

. I restful place, where I'd lil{e to go 

And live in luxury and ease, 

And not do a thing, but what I please. 

— Lorn a ReaMBS. 



QUILL 
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Who Steals My rurse Steals— 



WOULDN'T you like to know- The 
Quill's private detective has been snoop- 
ing, and guess what he (or perhaps it was she) 
found ? 

Miss Hovey confessed after a long grilling 
that all she carries is five handkerchiefs, two 
check books (imagine in this depression!), tax 
receipts, postal cards, eight keys, a pencil with 
red lead, one button (utility not stated), mirror, 
library card, gentlemen's call- 
ing cards (two), bank book, 
membership card. 

When Miss Gabriel was 
served with a search warrant, 
she smiled and said, "Oh Ho! 
You can't catch me. I made 
a New Year's resolution to 
carry only the necessary ar- 
ticles." Well here are the 
"necessary articles," one foun- 
tain pen, money, keys, mem- 
bership cards, driver's license, 
calendar, community check 
coupons, and matches. (Oh! 
Oh! and a couple of Ahs! 
It seems that she uses them 
to light candles on her friends' 
dinner tables.) 

Miss Woodman was held 
up and searched one night 
recently. A mirror, three old 
transfers (are you collecting 
them, Miss Woodman?) a library card, check 
book, compact, keys, comb, fountain pen, hand- 
kerchief, bobby pins, and a nail file were found. 

The chief ordered a thorough search of Mrs. 
Alderson's purse, and the detective reported the 
following: One membership card to the Des 
Moines History Club, one reservation to a ban- 
quet (place unknown), one little card purchased 
for one dollar and twenty-five cents to permit 
one to ride Des Moines street cars for one week, 
the necessary pen and pencil I brands unknown), 
a receptacle to carry shekels in, if one has any. 
Mrs. Alderson had quite a few shekels amount- 




ing to $1.09. To complete the list, a glasses' 
case and a handkerchief were found. 

A magnifying glass was necessary to find the 
articles of Miss Snyder's purse. After a close 
scrutiny a pad of pink slips, a driver's license, 
a Des Moines Automobile Club card, pen, pencil, 
car keys, and some things that she classed under 
the title of general necessities (I wonder what 
they consist of?) were found. 

Mr. Lyman blushed when 
asked to exhibit what he had 
in his pockets. (I don't blame 
him. I would have committed 
suicide.) One package of 
gold fish food was found in 
his coat pocket along with sev- 
eral pieces of worn out chalk, 
assorted pieces of string, some 
crackers for the turtles, a cry- 
ing towel (which showed 
signs of use), and a shark's 
tooth. In the other pocket 
some dental floss used to tie 
up frogs' feet, waste paper, 
fish cord, and a comb were 
discovered. The inside pocket 
held a pen, pencil, and, yes 
folks, a SNAKE! (The re- 
porter fainted.) The vest was 
searched. The first pocket 
held one dead mouse for snake 
food, application for driver's 
license, a small bottle of potassium permanganate 
for snake bites. In the second, reposed a bottle 
of mosquito dope and a pet chameleon. The 
third held a rabbit's foot, buckeye, and a four- 
leaf clover (could they be for good luck.') The 
fourth held a piece of petrified wood, a hand 
lense, piece of candle and some matches. The 
trousers pockets held a knife, pocket gopher, 
rubber bands, paper clips, litmus paper, matches, 
old pencil stubs, a small piece of netting used 
for capturing butterflies, small bottle of glycerine 
and ferric choride 5 per cent solution for ivy 
poison. (It has been noticed lately that the 
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reporter acts very queer when near Mr. Lyman.) 

The reporter double crossed his chief and 
made him dig up the contents of his pockets. 
Mr. Stratton was caught with a candy bar, tooth 
pick, paper clips, eraser, (he'll probably use it 
on this) matches, box of aspirin, pencil, pen, bill 
fold, (no money) check book, and a driver's 
license. In his watch pocket was some change. 

The reporter was interested to know if the 
pupils carried any more than their teachers. 

Jane Allen submitted to being searched after 
quite a lot of argument. Some of the interesting 
things that were disclosed were ear rings, hair 
pins, receipts, a shoe brush in a very nice case 
(that extra something), ruler, a set of skin resur- 
facing materials comprising an eye brow pencil, 
two compacts of rouge, two lip sticks (are they 
kissproof, Jane?), powder puff, (the applying 
tool) a needle, theater ticket stubs, pen, holder, 
fountain pen, and a book of checks. 

Mr. Mel ford La Verne Boyd must not have 
cleaned his pockets since his last date, because we 
found a girl's handkerchiet, and a girl's hair 
pin in his pockets. 

The reporter was shaking in his shoes (they 
were oxfords) when he went to interview Mr. 
Prichard. "How will he take it? Will he throw 
me out of his office?" All these thoughts ran 
through my mind as I timidly picked my way 
to his office. Well, he did — answer my questions 
obligingly and very good naturedly. What did 
I find? Pink slips? Some adhesive tape to use 
on pupils who get too loud, a ruler to crack one's 
knuckles with? No — only a pen, pencil, watch 
and chain (too valuable to throw at anyone) a 
pocketbook filled with membership cards, a 
handkerchief and — yes, folks, that's all. 

If your sense of curiosity, which led you to 
read this in the first place, has been satisfied, 
you may read the next page with the permission 
of the copyright owners. 

P. S. If the Frigid Air doesn't hatch baby 
chicks during the forty-ninth hour of the night, 
you may look forward to the opportunity of not 
having to read another article like this next 
month in the "Quill.'' 

Sneak in Sam, 
The Senior Defective. 



Perfect? 

By DOROTHY SPEVACK 

NOT a single day passes but what you hear 
some "perfect aspect" making a criticism 
about some feminine creature. Mr. Hi-Ball 
doesn't like the way Miss DuBobby fixes her 
hair, and Mr. Artistic thinks the way Miss 
Carmine smears on her rouge and lipstick is 
intolerable. Oh yes, the clothes Miss RitZ wears 
are also considered old-ladylike by Mr. DeFlop. 
And the way that girl had her hat on — she 
must have been drunk to get it tilted at that 
angle!!! 

It is certainly surprising that one of you well- 
bred boys haven't broken your neck in trying 
to get off the car before the feminine society. 
Why anyone would be so anxious to get to school 
is beyond me. You must think we appreciate 
your jabbing us in the ribs and spilling our 
books all over the floor. Well, if you do, here's 
hoping it happens to you some day in the near 
future. 

Are you afraid your cooties will attack coryza 
or that your wigs will blow off if you remove 
your hats before entering the building? Nine 
out of every ten of you that wear derbies, hats, 
caps, berets, etc., strut around the halls with 
them adjusted just so, to show the girls how 
handsome you are when half or more of your 
face is hidden, or have you a better reason.' I 
doubt if you yourself know why you do it, and 
one sure thing, no one else does! 

Why not let us in on the big secret 2 Is it 
modernistic to wear a green tie with a blue 
shirt or vice versa, or is it color-blindness.' Per- 
haps, more than likely, just plain ignorance. Oh, 
how well those two colors go together. Really, 
you have no idea how striking they are! The 
combination is so pleasing to the eye I know 
the girls will start wearing blue dresses and 
green hair ribbons so you may enjoy the treat also 
if you will request it. 

Rest easy, my poor ones. We have no inten- 
tions of transporting you far beyond the North- 
ern Sea as, well maybe, vou could be worse. 
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NEWS STAND NIT- WITS 



Life — Guinivcre Shelton 

Ballyhoo — Forest Nirlenegger 
Hooey — Mel ford Boyd 

Literary Digest — Richard Anderson 

Woman's Home Companion — Summerrield Hcrrold 
Youth's Companion — Mr. Seevers 

Butteric\ Fashions — De Loris Heggen 
Good Housekeeping — Jeannette Ford 
The Vogue — Marcene Hauge 
The Musician — Julian Lutz 
Liberty — Herb Sweeney 

Review of Reviews — Mr. Wilson 
Jofes — Sophomores 

True Romances — Maxine Athey, Ralph Anderson 
Speed — Jack Humeston 

Vanity Fair — Mildred Shelton 
Everybody's — Helen Holstad 
fudge — Mr. Pritchard 




The Country Gentleman — Ted Schlenker 
American — Mr. Mann 

Parent-Teachers — Mr. Gabrielson 
Modern Priscilla — Pricilla Primm 
Red Cross — Ruth and Sarah Caplan 
Saint Nicholas — Denny Littlewood 
Pencil Points— Bill Phillips 
Drama — Barbara Harding 
Physical Culture — Mary Vincent 
Correct English — Miss McBride 
Parisienne — Miss Jordan 

American Girl — Marjorie Keith 
Independent — Isabellc Conkling 

Current History and Fiction — Miss Larson 
Popular Mechanics — Mr. White 
Smart Set — Helen Aschim 

College Humor — Carl Dunlavy 
Power — Mr. Burton 
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What If— 



A monitor stopped a person in the halls to 
ask for his pink slip? 

Morris Steinway didn't get all one's? 

Jack Neighbor were seen with a girl? 

Melford Boyd stopped talking about himself? 

Miss Jordan's home room didn't get the 
scholarship banner? 

Mrs. Alderson didn't say, "Now folks, let's 
take the hint that ?" 

Mr. Tallman had straight hair? 

Isabelle Conkling put her hat on straight. 2 

Eloise Hodges couldn't sing? 

Miss McBride yawned? 

Miss Wickware were six feet tall? 

Lorna Reames couldn't argue? 

Ruth Davison cut her hair 2 

Mr. Wilson's home room didn't win a contest? 

Helen Holstead lost all her boy friends? 

Frances Beaman stopped laughing. : 

Bill Phillips were caught studying? 

Copper, Moorehead and Snow separated? 

Miss Wetzstein forgot her life savers? 

There were enough glasses in the cafeteria? 

Miss Jordan were caught chewing gum? 

You waited for the elevator before one of 
the basement doors? 

You fell downstairs? 

You handed an article in to the Quill and had 
it printed? 

You passed Mr. Prichard with a cigarette 
in your mouth? 

You ever got to take a bulletin around? 

You dropped a tray of food in the cafeteria? 

We never had any assemblies? 

You went to class and forgot your notes for 
a speech? 

You were accused of talking when you hadn't 
said a word for five minutes? 

Dorothy Conley were as tall as Cecile Atkin- 
son? 

Billie Mian couldn't chew gum? 

The teachers assigned no lessons for a week? 

c=^3r=]r==o 

Mr. Goodell: "What is a vacuum?" 

Bright Pupil: "Well, it's in my head, but " 

Mr. Goodell: "Yes, yes, very good!" 
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AN IOWA YANKEE TRIES IT 



By HUGH MISSILDINE 



AS I sat thinking some time ago, a great 
^ spirit taking the form of an English teacher 
semed to be pushing me back — back through 
the annals of history. Everything appeared hazy, 
unnatural, unreal. I was drifting farther — 
farther — farther. Things grew dim and 
shadowy; then — darkness. 

1 was awakened by the noisy clamor of a 
large group of people. My hand brushed the 
saxaphone case at my side. When I sleepily 
glanced about, the sight made my inwards fairly 
contract with mingled fear and surprise. An 
odd assortment of queer Old English peasants 
were crowding around me, pulling my clothes 
and laughing heartily. Most of the men were 
wearing what looked like dyed, long underwear 
with leather, sleeveless jerkins. Their hair was 
bobbed while on their heads sat battered hats 
with a feather in each of them. My creased 
pants, rope shoulders and spats must have made 
a most ludicrous contrast. 

Shaking them off me, I arose to regain my 
bearings and to ascertain my present position. 
I found that I was in the middle of a crooked 
dirt road. On one side was a cool, inviting 
forest; on the other was a huge field under cul- 
tivation. It was about noon and the sun made 
the atmosphere dance with the heat. It was 
stiHi ng. I was collected now so I took it upon 
myself to address this nosey crowd. 

"Listen, you bozos," I started in, "the next 
algernon that touches me, I'm going to slap his 
face clear around to the back of his neck." 

"Come here, Gaston/' I continued to an honest 
but dumb-looking man near me. "Gaston, I'm 
in a heck of a fix. Will you tell me where I 
am, what the date is, where I can get drink 
and some food, how far it is to the nearest 
town, what is the cause of the depression and 
who will be the next president?" 

That startled them; they gaped at me in 
wonder. Finally the man whom I called Gaston 
spoke. 



"Who art thou, sir, that durst speak so quecrly 
and doth wear such fickle apparel?" 

"Shucks," I thought to myself, "this is some- 
thing like I read about in the 'Connecticut 
Yankee.' The catch is that I have neither a 
cigarette lighter nor almanac. All I have is a 
lousy saxaphone." The crowd seized me, bound 
my hands and hustled me down the road, prob- 
ably to some city. 
On the way I learned from Gaston that I was 
truly in the land of King Arthur and that they 
were taking me to Camelot. As we walked, 
the group grew larger; when we finally came 
to the gates of the city, it looked as if an army 
were approaching. Down stone streets we 
marched; the crowd was growing at every step. 
Presently we came to the gates of the king's 
palace. 

It wasn't as beautiful a castle as I had imag- 
ined. It was a thick stone building with a 
couple of guards at the entrance. It looked as 
if it were fireproof anyway. At this moment my 
bravado vanished. Things were looking pretty 
black for Mrs. Missildine's little boy, Hugh. 

The great King Arthur came out with an 
assemblage of knights and pages. The situation 
presented a pretty spectacle. The king and 
guards in all their grandeur on one side; a 
motley array of the proletariat on the other, and 
me, the center of attraction. 

"Missildine," I thought to myself, "you cer- 
tainly do rate plenty in this town." 

They led me inside to the spacious throne 
room for an investigation. Some conceited 
knights were standing on both sides of the king 
and ladies (you never dreamed of such ladies) 
completed the picture. 

"And now, sir," said Arthur judiciously, "who 
art thou and what doth thou desire." 

"Your highness," I replied bowing low, "I 
have come here from another world. I intend 
nothing harmful to thou-a-er, thee-a-am — darn 
this language." 
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"During our banquets it hath been the cus- 
tom in our land to have music. Our chief 
gleeman hath died. It thou canst make music, 
sir — 

"Big Shot to you, king,'' I piped. 
"Either be gleeman, Sir Big Shot, or be im- 
prisoned." 

I looked tenderly upon my little sax. Did 
I love it at this moment? Ask me. Well, I 
gave them the old Raz-Mataz and they ate it 
up. The good king just couldn't resist a waltz 
with Gwenie. From that time on I was what 
my name implied, a big shot. 

After being there about a week, I fell for a 
sweet little blonde named Elaine. She was a 
honey if there ever was one. No wonder they 
called her the Pride of Astolat. 

The trouble was that she was also I^ancelot's 
big moment. This put Lancelot in a bad situa- 
tion. If he went to war, he was curtains with 
his girl; if he didn't go, he was on the outs 
with the king. Naturally, loving me like arsenic 
anyway, he challenged me to a tournament. 

"Sorry, old man," I told him, "but I persuaded 
the king to change the college sport from tourna- 
ments to footfall. I '11 tell you what I will do. 
I'll captain one team, you captain another. The 
one that wins the game gets the girl." 

The stands were packed to overflowing with 
fair damsels and commoners. The King, Elaine, 
(iuenevire and some knights had choice seats 



on the fifty-sport line. Arthur was pulling for 
me now. Before the big game started, he took 
ofT his crown and robe, swelled his massive 
height to the utmost and shouted much like 
East High's illustrious Littlewood: 

"Will we beat the 'Lancelot Lions?'" The 
crowd responded with a "Yea-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-Bo!" 

The spectators arose to a person as we trotted 
on the field and warmed up. Elaine's perfumed 
sleeve floated proudly on my helmet. On the 
first play Sir Gallahad dropped back into quar- 
terback position. 

"The signals doth run," barked Gallahad, 
"3-3-47-hip." We shifted to the right, I took 
it around the end. They all took out their men 
perfectly; only Sir Lancelot was between the 
goal and me. 

"Hey, Lance, your shoestring's untied," I 
whispered hoarsely. He stopped still, looked 
down at his shoe and let me speed to any easy 
touchdown. The onlookers cheered lustily as 
Lancelot muttered. 

"Sir Big Shot hath dealt with me foully." 

Our team, using the famous Rockne shift, 
pulverized those boys. The game ended, The 
Big Shot Bears, 72; The Lancelot Lions, o. 

That night the moon shone silvery over the 
wide, rippling lake, the wind stirred softly. A 
wisp of her hair blew across my face and en- 
tranced me. She was gorgeous. 

"Sir Big Shot, what a man," she breathed as 
I bent and kissed her softly. 
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THE FOG 

Like some mysterious phantom 

It crept close to earth 

With its silver-sheet of dew; 

It hovered near, 
Blanketing all with an 

Impenetrable veil; 

Coming near, concealing; 

Moving on, revealing. 

— Wilma Kelso. 
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THE LADY OR THE TIGER 



(A la Thackeray's "Burlesques.") 

By MELFORD BOYD 




WITHOUT the slightest hesitation, he went 
to the door at the right and opened it. 
The man was quite advanced in his knowledge 
of women, so he was prepared for what fol- 
lowed. As I say, he opened the door. 1 1c ex- 
perienced no trouble here since the hinges were 
kept well oiled with three-in-one oil so when he 
pulled the heavy door it swung open quite 
easily and out rushed — a ferocious man-eating 
tiger. 

But the man was thoroughly prepared. 1 [e 
quickly feinted with his left and led with his 
right. Grasping the tiger's mane, he was pulled 
up to the broad back of the beast by the beast's 
first rush. There he rode. My! how he rode! 
Never before had any spectators seen such an 
exhibition in that arena. 

Bets were made on which would give out 
first, the young man's fingers or the tiger's legs. 
Odds were four to one on the tiger's legs. None 
of the tiger's tactics proved sufficient to unseat 
that infernal weight of the victim; or was the 
rider the victim? No, I believe that on the 
basis of absolute and evident accomplishment 
we must classify the tiger as the victim. His 



head was whirling; his legs were aching; and his 
back was almost broken, so we can see that in 
reality he was the victim. 

Two o'clock came — three o'clock — four — five 
— dinner time, and still the leech stuck fast. Ah- 
ah — finally, at ten after six, the tiger succumbed 
to the dreadful strain; fell to the ground and 
rolled over — dead. 

The man strode triumphantly to the center 
of the ring. He was free; there was no clause 
in the king's primitive law to handle such a situ- 
ation. For a moment the victor gazed into the 
perplexed eyes of the disappointed princess. His 
haughty lips curled in an expression of scorn, 
and his proud eyes flashed with the fire of in- 
dignation that flamed in his heart. 

Gallantly he swept his hat of? and bowed to 
the ground, and his lips curled in a contemp- 
tuous sneer meant solely for the princess as he 
strode to the door at the left. 

Her misguided soul writhed on the coals of 
the fire of jealousy kindled by that sneer — as he 
opened the door, and claimed the princess' hated 
rival as his bride. 
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TIME OUT 

By DONALD SCHREINER 



F( )R some time my one-dollar watch had tailed 
to keep time. The thing lost time as steadily 
as an old man loses his hair. I had tried every- 
thing to stop this terrible malady in its ravages, 
but to no avail. I had sealed all the cracks in 
the case to keep the precious minutes from leak- 
ing out and had gone so far as to give it memory 
treatments so it would remember where the min- 
utes had been lost. But alas, and alack, nothing 
could be done. 

The worst was yet to come for one morning 
ivhen I arose and inspected the timepiece all 
signs of internal action had ceased. I ran and 
seized some cold water and threw it on its face. 
I rubbed the hands feverishly, attempting to 
revive it. Hut no, its poor heart was dead and 
cold. 

There I stood for some time with bowed head. 
Was I never to hear its heavy clank-clank as it 
lay on my dresser keeping me awake half the 
night- No, it could not be! Something must 
be done! I would and could fix it. 

I rushed downstairs, the tiny mechanism 
clutched firmly in my hand, and grabbed a 
screwdriver. I grasped the instrument firmly 
and determinedly and proceeded with the dan- 
gerous operation. I pried at the cover of the 
watch. Then suddenly a wave of humiliation 
swept over me. Me, a huge creature, openly and 
willingly prying into someone else's affairs. Hut 
what must be must be, so I continued. With 
Herculean efforts I strove to remove the lid. 
Hut no, it was as stubborn in coming off as the 
freckles on a farm kid's face. 

I decided that the trouble was my lack of 
tools so I got a hammer, pliers, and a cold 
chisel. This time I drove into the job with the 
ardor and determination to see the job through 
of a seven-year-old boy with a chocolate pie. 

Pop! Off came the lid with the sound ot a 
rifle, rolled across the room and down the cold 
air register. Well that was one thing I'd see 
no more of. 

Now I had expected to see the workings of the 
watch when I took off the back. Hut this wasn't 
the case. There inside were enough pieces of 



armor plate to clothe the Knights of the Round 
Table. No wonder the watch lost time with all 
this weighty matter on its mind. Here I was 
with such a task on my hands and me without 
experience as a boilermaker. 

Well, there's no time like the present and no 
present like a good box of chocolates, so I con- 
tinued. I tore madly into the works, throwing 
screws, bolts, etc., aside, when all of a sudden 
the whole thing split asunder. Wheels, springs, 
and cogs whistled around my head as house- 
hold utensils fly around a husband's head when 
he sneaks into the house at 4 a. m. Yes, time 
certainly passed swiftly. That old adage "As 
you sew so shall you rip" surely held true in this 
case as my harvest of litter was a good one. 

Thirty-minutes of back-breaking work was 
necessary to accumulate the parts and pile them 
on my work bench. I began to put them all 
back into the case, which was about as possible 
as putting a baby's shoe on Primo Camera's foot. 
They just wouldn't fit. In a position which I 
thought was right I put a part which I wasn't 
sure about. When every space was filled I put 
the shield back on and wound the infernal 
machine up. The watch ran all right now but 
the second hand kept the hours, while the hour 
hand whirled around ticking off the seconds. 
Even this would have been O. K. if the whole 
thing hadn't been running backwards. 

I was fully disgusted, as you might imagine. 
Tearing the whole works apart again I piled 
them on the table again. I stared at the pile 
of junk in contempt. What a worthless pile of 
nothing. But suddenly I thought to myself, 
"Is it?" "Surely those parts can be used other 
than in a watch." Such proved to be, for I 
took the main spring and replaced the broken 
one in the sofa. I took the hair-spring and made 
a half-dozen hair pins for my mother. With 
the big cogs I repaired the transmission in the 
car. The next day a junk dealer came along 
and gave me two dollars for the huge pile of 
metal. 

Now the only thing that's troubling me is 
what to do with the minutes the clock lost. 
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A TRIBUTE 

'Tis said that as the creeping shadows deepen, 

And night comes stealing softly o'er the plain; 
When whip poor wills commence their lonely 
calling, 

The red man views his ancient home again. 

When the purple haze is gath'ring round the 
mountain, 

And the clouds above are painted rose and 
gold, 

A misty form, though one of stately grandeur, 
Surveys the haunts he loved so well of old. 

His bow is gone, a weapon long forgotten; 
No more the friendly peace pipe breathes its 
smofe; 

From his nec\ has gone the quiver with its 
arrows; 

And in its place, the white mans galling yoke. 

His children dwell no more upon the prairie, 

Nor pursue the shaggy bison o'er the plains; 
His day is gone, the white man's might pre- 
vailing, 

But the spirit of the red man still remains. 

— June Douglass. 



A CITY AT NIGHT 

Away to the west lies a city, 

Asleep in the darkness 

It lies life a giant octopus; 

Its streets are guarded by lamp posts 

Twisting, 

Turning, 

Rambling o'er the hilltops, 
Twinkling like stars in the heavens. 
The city's asleep, 

Resting 'till the toil of the morrow. 

— Mildred Furnal. 



EVENING 

When day is done and rest has come, 

It's pleasant to watch night's arrival heralded 

by the sunset. 
Though the day may have been a hard one, 
Night, life a balm, heals all hurts. 
Evening, with its cool pleasantness, 
Sets me to wondering 
How long until my real day is done, 
I low long until evening eternal will comfort me. 

— Lester Selindh. 



20 



QUILL 



EXCITEMENT COMES TO PICKVILLE 

By DOYLE MI RESELL 



MY NAME is Noble K. McCarthy and I 
live here in Pickville. It isn't a very big 
town compared to Chicago or Benton, that's 
the county seat, but the hundred that do live 
here make a nice, peaceful urban community. 
Doc, Alexander is his real name, but we call 
him "Doc" because he works for Doc Spears, 
the veterinary, carrying out ashes, chopping 
wood, and other odd chores, is the leader of 
our gang; he is a real boy, but has strange ideas 
that everything must be carried out just so and 
that sort of thing. I'm the head of the depart- 
ment of the pen of our gang, being appointed 
such because I once received a dictionary for 
spelling. This is an important office Doc says, 
because if Madison hadn't kept the first diary, 
the Declaration of Independence wouldn't be 
known about and there wouldn't be any Fourth 
of July. The other members of our gang arc- 
Patrick Herman, but we just call him Pat, and 
Rex Cleveland. Rex thought he should be the 
leader because his last name is the same as a 
president, but Doc says there was an Alex- 
ander who owned the world and that's more 
than just bossing part of the world. Besides 
Doc's bigger and has a louder voice and that's 
that. 

We had not had much excitement here in 
Pickville this spring until Pug Williams and 
his father moved about a mile from town out 
on Cemetery road. Pug is every bit as big as Doc 
and Doc weighs about a hundred seventy-five. 
About two days after this new arrival we were 
all sitting around the stove over at Morgan's 
General Store. Pug came in and over to where 
we were sitting; pulling up an empty dry goods 
box he began, "Not much of a place is it, kind 
of a one-horse joint." 

"Oh! I don't know," countered Doc, who de- 
spises having anyone degrade his kingdom, "this 
is a nice, peaceful town." 

"No excitement," snorted Pug, "for a man 
who craves action. Now where I came from 
there was a murder once and people were tough. 



A kid once strangled a wild cat and he was 
only half as big as I am. Nobody in that town 
was afraid of anything and I was one of the 
bravest. There hasn't been a fight since I lived 
here. I could lick all of you guys while a little 
runt like you wouldn't last two minutes in a 
man's town." 

This last remark was directed straight at Doc 
and if he would have said it to me I would 
have invited him outside, but that isn't the way 
with Doc. 

"I like it better in a peaceful town," said 
doc courteously as he tapped his heel three times, 
that's the sign to follow him, and began moving 
toward the door. When we were outside, Rex 
broke the silence. 

"Why didn't you pop him. He couldn't talk 
to me that way even if I am smaller than he." 

"Kings don't fight, they use their heads. Listen 
to this plan. It is said in a book I read, that a 
man brags best of what he fears the most. We'll 
put Pug through a test. I'll get Doc Spears' 
horse blanket and tonight, when Pug goes home, 
I'll lay in the ditch along the road just by the 
cemetery and groan. He'll probably be two hun- 
dred yards on up the road before I groan more 
than once. 

In about a half an hour Pug Williams started 
for home. It was a beautiful warm spring 
evening and the moon was just setting, making 
every object attain twice its normal size. We 
could hear him whistling as he walked down 
the opposite hill. Doc, wrapped up in the horse 
blanket, was lying in the grader ditch just oppo- 
site the graveyard. From our position behind 
the hedge fence we could see the gray white 
tombstones reflecting the feeble moonlight. 

When Pug was about twenty yards down the 
hill, Doc let out a groan that shook the nails 
loose from the coffins in the cemetery. Pug's 
whistle stopped. Another moan vibrated 
through the still night air, the tombstones 
seemed to wave. Pug stopped. He looked up 
the road, he looked behind him and started on 
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at a brisker pace. Two more groans sounded 
and Pug stopped petrified. He glanced toward 
the ditch, another moan was heard, this one 
softer but more terrifying, even I who knew 
what was happening felt chills ascend and de- 
scend along my spine. Pug moved toward the 
ditch in small shaky steps; without stopping 
to investigate the cause of this night disturbance, 
he suddenly placed a foot against Doc's side 
with the velocity of an express train. He kicked 
again, this time at Doc's head, he kicked at the 
opposite end of the bundle. If tombstones had 
waved at the sound of other moans, they danced 
now. Pug now began what might resemble 
a jig on the prostrate form, he stamped and 
kicked until he was so short of breath I could 
hear him breathing above Doc's moans. Sud- 
denly Pug stopped; casting one glance at the 



bundled form he sped off up the road as hard 
as he could run. 

It took us but a moment to reach Doc's side. 
With considerable difficulty we unwrapped him. 
One of his eyes was fast closing and he had a 
knot like an egg alongside his jaw. 

"Did a truck run over me?" he asked. 

"Not quite," I replied trying not to laugh. 

The next day the man I had been told was 
Mr. Williams, stopped me on the street. 

"Pardon me," he began, "but could you tell 
me what happened to my son in the village last 
night? When he got home he was completely 
out of breath and very badly scared." 

"Maybe," I ventured, "he was playing truck," 
and dashed of? down the street before the puz- 
zled Mr. Williams could answer. 



Winter Moon's Silhouette 

Lonely, desolate, and forlorn you stand, 
Branehes outstretched UJ{e a Japanese fan. 

How many years have you been standing there, 
With your clutching arms so na^ed and bare? 

How many years have you swayed in the breeze 
Clutching the earth 
That gave you birth, 
While you held in your bosom the hive of 
the bees? 

Your leaves are gone, nothing remains but an 
empty shell 

That rings as I pound you, like some weird bell. 

Yet, on cold winter nights 
You ma\e a picture that delights, 
When through you a mellow moon 
Shines from out the enshrouding gloom. 

— Steve Viggers. 
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STUDY 

By ROY THOMAS 



MUCH has been said about the subject 
"Study. " I, who have closely investigated 
the field for some ten years, believe myself some- 
what of an authority; therefore I have compiled 
all my collected data and now have ready to 
present to you a formal report on "How to 
Study." The process is this: 

Find yourself an easy chair — a large, over- 
stuffed, well cushioned chair if possible; arrange 
yourself comfortably with your legs placed over 
the arm of the chair; adjust your notebook to 
a convenient position on your knees and pre- 
pare to concentrate deeply. And, by the way, I 
have found that a "hot" jazz orchestra or a good 
singer, making use of your favorite popular 
songs, is always conducive to good study when 
tuned in on the radio. Now, open your note- 
book and hunt three minutes for a clean sheet 
of paper. Find some paper, discover you have 
not your fountain pen with you; disarrange your- 
self from the chair and hunt lustily for your 
fountain pen for at least ten minutes; then, by 
the time you have decided to insert an ad in 
the lost and found column of the Register (no 
fee for publicity), you will find the pen in a 



seldom used pocket which you had believed did 
not merit investigation. 

Return to your chair again and you will find 
that brother or sister has "borrowed" your last 
sheets of notebook paper; start a "paper drive" 
and return triumphant in seven minutes — with 
ears burning from the maledictions of "stingi- 
ness" which had been uttered by brother or sis- 
ter. Settle into your chair again, taking your pre- 
vious position, and concentrate — on last night's 
date, or the new seventy seconds (big moment). 
At last recall your mind to the subject at hand 
and open your textbook to the wrong place. 
Spend five minutes hunting the right page; then 
after you have found the proper location in your 
book, take one agonized look at the problems 
and decide that they are too hard to be worked. 
Usually about the time this decision has been 
made, the phone rings or someone comes to 
ask you away for the evening. Complying with 
this request, you will have turned an otherwise 
dull evening into a lark — a lark which is spoiled 
by the mental feeling of impending doom caused 
by the combination of an irate and threatening 
professor and an unprepared lesson on the mor- 
row. 



A Pendulum 

Tick} Tockl 

Swinging! Su 'ingingl 

Goes the pendulum; 

With each movement, 

A moment of our life is struc\ out; 

And the hopes of tomorrow 

Spring into the memories of yesterday; 

All too swiftly you ma)\ the close 

Of our hours on earth; 

With each sway of your straight form, 

We are brought closer and closer 

To the fate of our destiny. 

Ticl{, Tocf{, 

Swinging, swaying. 

— Evelyn A. KELLOGG. 
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QUILTITIS 



By LORNA REAMES 

HOW cold it was! I shivered and crept far- 
ther beneath the covers. How thankful I 
was for the warm quilts over me. I was sorry 
for all the things I had ever said against quilts 
and quilt-making. Yes, my mother was bitten 
by the quilt bug. Unless someone in your own 
household has been afflicted with this disease, 
you will not, cannot imagine the horrors of it. 

The quilt bug cannot be seen approaching. It 
strikes when you least expect it. But once it 
bites and the poison is in your blood, you are 
doomed. The bite of a quilt bug is incurable. 
1 he poison spreads throughout your entire sys- 
tem, causing you to have a quilt craze. 

The bug especially likes to bite married 
women approaching middle-age. When a per- 
son is once bitten he talks quilts, makes quilts, 
looks at quilts, dreams of quilts, sleeps under 
quilts; in fact does everything but eat them. 

Ah! but the poor afflicted family of the person 
with the quilt disease! No one knows how the 
family suffers. The lady of the house comes 
home in the late afternoon from a day of quilt- 
ing, tremendously enthusiastic over more quilts, 
bursting with gossip, and very full of the delight- 
ful luncheon that was served. 

The first thing she does is to start to prepare 
dinner for the family, while telling of the 
newest quilt she has seen. In the meantime she 
decides that she isn't very hungry so plans a very 
light land easily prepared) meal. It usually 
consists of sandwishes and eggs; though often 
one or the other is missing. How many times 
I have indulged in this menu I do not know. 
Soldiers may have eaten beans in the army for 
the service of our country, but the family of a 
quilt-maker should receive no less praise for 




indulging in sandwiches and eggs for the service 
of quilt-making. 

While eating this dainty bite of eggs and sand- 
wiches, the quilter talks to a great extent of the 
latest gossip she has heard, bringing in at least 
twice every five minutes something about a 
quilt. At this time one discovers that she is 
going to a quilt exhibit the next day, and resigns 
oneself to sandwiches and eggs for the next eve- 
ning. Perhaps one should thank God that even 
sandwiches and eggs are given one to eat while 
the great need for quilts is being supplied by 
enthusiastic quilt-makers. 

The queer thing about quilt-makers, however, 
is the fact that they will seldom allow their 
precious quilts to be used. Practically the only 
times the quilts are used are when company is 
in the house. Then the quilter, to display her 
work, spreads her beloved quilts over the beds. 
However, tragedy is barely averted, when a 
small offspring plants his feet in the middle of 
a quilt. 

Sometimes I wish there had never been such 
things as quilts. But on cold snowy nights with 
the mercury wavering between zero and ten 
below, I bless quilts. Times like these are 
when I realize the full value of a quilt-maker 
in the family. 

There are even times when I seriously decide 
to make quilts myself. But oh, the thought of 
a family raised on eggs and sandwiches is 
enough to repel anyone from going any further 
into the business. 

I pray God that He keeps all quilt bugs far 
away from me and never lets me become afflicted 
with that terrible, terrible, disease called "quilti- 
tis." 
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THE TRAVEL POSTER 



By STEVE VIGGERS 



THE moon casts shadows on the street where 
it turns the oxen into huge lumbering crea- 
tures that seem to rush upon one out of the 
shadows. The figures of the dusky, flowingly 
arrayed men walk slowly up and down in the 
narrow passageway. Some stop to talk with 
friends in the shadows of the buildings. Others 
are carrying huge burdens on their turbaned 
heads. Yellow light leaps out and snatches at 
the darkness as a door is swung open in one of 
the shops. It outlines the men's faces with 
golden light and brings out the colors of their 
garments. 

My eyes arc drawn upward and I sec in the 
distance that which symbolizes a king's love for 
his queen, the Taj Mahal. From her pearly 
turrets one receives the invitation to come and 
investigate her glimmering beauty. The moon 
pours its golden light on the many towers until 
it becomes a living, pulsing thing. It looks like 
a fairy bubble, something that would burst if 
one dared touch it. What a memorial for a 
queen! What matter if Emperor Shah Jehan, 
the emperor who built the Taj wasn't all that 
he should have been? Would not his reputation 
as the greatest lover in history, besides his being 
the builder of the one perfect thing, compensate 
for his crimes? Perhaps the reader is not famil- 
iar with the history and legend of the Taj Mahal. 

Arjemond, a Mogul princess by birth, was 
wedded to Emperor Shah (ehan, her great lover. 
This made her Empress Munitaz Mahal. Of 
Shah Jehan's thousands of wives, he loved Arje- 
tnand the most. Fate decreed that they were 
not to be together long. Empress Munitaz died 
a few years after her marriage, much to the 
sorrow of her husband, the Emperor. When 
death came to his lovely young bride Shah Jehan 
mourned her. He built the Taj as a memorial 
of his love to her and as something that would 
express her love and great beauty. When the 
Taj was built he buried his young bride in it. 

One can guess how far he succeeded in mak- 
ing it beautiful when one hears it called the one 
perfect thing that man has built. In building 



this shrine, he squandered the wealth of an 
empire, until his subjects, led by his own son, 
revolted against him. He was imprisoned in 
his palace on the banks of the Jumna river, 
where he was held captive for seven years. 
During those seven years of imprisonment and 
suffering, he was comforted by the memory of 
his beautiful queen. When he knew he was 
near death, he asked to be taken, at dawn, to a 
tower in his palace where his dying eyes could 
see in the distance the misty turrets of the Taj. 
I lis dying wish was granted, and as the first 
sunbeam spent its morning light on the glim- 
mering beauty of the Taj, the Emperor died. 

The spot where his death occurred is called 
the Jasmine Tower and is counted as one of the 
most sacred and hallowed spots in all India. 

I awake from the dream into which I have 
fallen and rub my eyes. Sight slowly returns 
to me. I sigh and realize it was all a dream, 
that I was only looking at a travel poster! 
c=23r=]&=0 
EUCLIDEAN 

Here is a club for these mathematicians! Any- 
one who has had math may join this club. The 
club was organized in the spring of 1924. The 
club was named in honor of the great Greek 
mathematician, Euclid, and has quite a large 
membership. There are no math tests as a 
number of students seem to think. The pro- 
grams are varied and very interesting. Miss 
Hargis and Miss Knauer are the sponsors of this 
active club. 

P P V 
CAP AND DAGGER 

Now who could tell by the name of this club 
what kind of club it is 2 There are two kinds of 
drama, the comedy and the tragedy. Comedy 
is represented by a cap, and a dagger symbolizes 
a tragedy. The club's membership is restricted 
to girls only. Study of plays, actresses, stage- 
setting, and make-up are a few of the things in 
which these girls are interested. One semester 
in Junior Players is required to be able to try out. 
Any dramatic reading can be given for a try out. 
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EDITORIALS 



APRIL AMBITIONS 

APRIL! — showery, blovvsy, windy April with 
k all your rains and loveliness. You fill us 
with ambitions — desires that are fine and desires 
that are foolish, yet thankful are we that we 
have any ambition in these troublesome days 
when the spring fever bug is stinging the lazy 
^birds.'* 

Our ambitions vary greatly. Some wish to 
get back to the barn and there meet with Brin- 
dle, the cow, and Fanny, the colt. Some wish to 
sit on a horse and trot through much space or 
visit a forest and spend time in rest. Others 
dream of the day when dandelions they'll dig 
to feed to the pig. A few confined souls fume 
and fret when they think of the fun they'd like 
to have on a hike. A few others pine and peeve 
and sorrowfully grieve because school keeps them 
from fishing or playing croquet. 

To skip and jump rope, among our juvenile 
folk, takes the prize for "springy" ambitions. 
Berry picking is a game, which although tame, 
affords ambition to some whose minds are in a 
weak condition. A number of the feminine gen- 
der yearn to help the farmers their butter to 
churn and to bake bread, even though it comes 
out like lead. Some "pore critters" would like 
to raise bunnies to get some money or travel 
by train or truck to search for some luck. 

Although many are the foolish ambitions which 
loom in our vision, there is one which is the 
chief aim of our existence — to excel in our les- 
sons! 



HEEL— TOE— AND AROUND 
THEY GO! 

HEEL-TOE-and around they go! Yes — the 
students are at their everlasting slow-mov- 
ing shuffle around the halls of East High in the 
morning before school. Oh! How abominable 
is this practice of stuffing cloaks in the lockers 
and then dumbly drifting around the corridors 
until 8:30. 

This pastime is not only aimless but is exceed- 
ingly harmful to all who indulge. It ruins a 
person mentally because after he winds around 
the halls a couple of times he stays "twisted" and 
confused all day. It ruins a person physically be- 
cause this rotating system produces projecting 
limbs, and bow-legs often result. It ruins a man 
socially because his personal appearance is de- 
stroyed by cramming through the crowds. It 
even ruins a man morally for when he is late 
to a class because of having "legged" it around 
the arena once too often, he is not even disturbed 
by his sin. 

Of course, we all agree that if these walks 
around the corridors were made genuine in- 
structive tours, with guides to lead the way and 
point out the beauty spots of our building, this 
practice might be commendable. Or, if lecturers 
were hired to deliver orations to the passing 
crowd, this hideous habit of hobbling might be 
forgiven. 

But after all, we think that the best way is not 
to "trot" at all but merely to stay in home room 
and use the time in cozy conferences with the 
dictionary, or perhaps, do some knitting or darn- 
ing which might be brought from home. 



April Food 1 1 
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WHAT'S DOING 




Extravaganza 



The school talent is given recognition every 
two years at the Extravaganza, which this year 
was presented on January 15th and 1 6th. 

Those two cruel, inhuman birds, proprietors 
of a cafeteria, portrayed their somewhat natural 
nonsense and target ability by starting the pro- 
gram or! with a bang! The fish would have ex- 
cellent grounds for divorce if they chose to sue. 

That fascinating talented young xylophonist 
gathered together his hammers and received his 
audiences "oh's and ah's" of approval with a 
gracious smile. 

Those two charming blue birds trilled several 
tunes and won admiration for themselves. 

East High may well be proud of the variety 
which it is able to give to those interested who 
come to visit us. 

Helen and Eugene took us back in memories 
to those foolish childhood days when we had 
"school day sweethearts." 



And the little Cinderella (who hadn't lost a 
shoe — but a heel) showed her genius by dancing 
on her toes. 

In a more daring manner our tumblers thrilled 
the guests with some "tumblers-tumbs." 

The love song composers sing life away while 
tap dancers just go tap-tap-tapping along. 

"Steamboat on the river-a-comin\ passin' the 
night away" came the song of another little lady. 

And so through the remaining program of 
dancers, songs and music by the orchestra to the 
tantalizing story of the "Gypsy Lover" and "In 
May," we came to the close of the program and 
the surprise from the distant planet "Mars." The 
strange animal from Mars condescended to make 
a few remarks to the amused audience. This 
brought the evening of pleasure to the "Grand 
Finale" and we left for "Home Sweet Home" 
with thoughts of singing, dancing, and playing 
lingering in our memory. 



QUILL 



27 



ASSEMBLIES 

Not many — good ones, however. The last 
assembly of the previous semester was the senior 
assembly, one in which we all hope to participate 
some day. The honorariums and monograms 
were awarded to the most deserving seniors. The 
editor-in-chief and the new members of the 
QuiLL star! were announced at this assembly. 

The first assembly of this semester was on Feb- 
ruary 9th, 1932. Julian Lutz, accompanied by 
Ardis Olson, opened the assembly by a clarinet 
solo. Mr. Burton introduced Mr. S. (oe Brown, 
president of the Inter-racial Commission of Des 
Moines, who after a brief introductory talk, in- 
troduced one of America's outstanding scientists. 
Dr. (ieorge Washington Carver. In the second 
assembly Dr. Carver was introduced by Rever- 
end Dyer. Dr. Carver stated that the opportun- 
ity for young people has never been so great as 
it is now and that thousands of problems are 
awaiting our creative minds. Dr. Carver deals 
only with the problems and products of the 
South. Dr. Carver is now engaged in agricul- 
tural research in Tuskegee. This was a real 
inspiration to the chemistry students because Dr. 
Carver said, "Chemists don't talk; they do 
things." 

March 3, 1932, what can easily be termed as 
our most interesting assembly of the semester, 
was held. Dr. Clauson, of Syracuse, New York, 
gave a most interesting talk, and his ideas of our 
modern jazz-mad world were quite enlighten- 
ing. Through the medium of our popular songs, 
he brought out the age old question of our 
younger generation's social relationship. The 
song used to incite teaching of higher ideals was 
"My Blue Heaven"; for building a good char- 
acter, "Among My Souvenirs"; for being able 
to bravely face a crisis, "Let a Smile Be Your 
Umbrella." 

This unique way of expressing one's ideas 
went over big with the student body, and we'll 
be glad to welcome Dr. Clauson again at any 
time. 

c===]r=]r===0 
BY THEIR FRUITS WE SHALL 
KNOW THEM 

Our active debate team this semester was com- 
posed ot Hugh Missildine, |ohn McGruder, Sid- 



ney Levine, Ishmael Brown, Herman Schwcikci 
and Mel ford Boyd. 

The question was: "Resolved, That the sev- 
eral states should enact legislation providing for 
compulsory unemployment insurance." There 
were sixteen debates held and our team is going 
to enter the Drake debates on March 17, 1932. 
In the city debates our negative won both of their 
debates and the affirmative, sorry to say, lost 
both of theirs. 

Some of their famous ( ?) quotations were: 
Herman Schweiker: "The country takes care 
of its horses and yet leaves its people to starve." 

Hugh Missildine: "You will notice the oppo- 
sition said nothing against our debate this after- 
noon." 

Sidney Levine: "The collegians desire to go 
without hats and socks because of the unemploy- 
ment of a few years ago." 

John McGruder: "I wonder if the opposition 
think that our first speech was entirely wasted." 
(Opposition said, "Yes.") 

Mel ford Boyd: "Since the gentlemen on my 
left have given me nothing definite, nothing tan- 
gible to argue against " 

The debates up to the present time have held 
a lot of interest for all of us — here's hoping the 
others are just as good — and that our team can 
capture some more "first places." 

P P p 

HOME ECONOMICS 

This is a club to which almost every girl in 
East High could belong. Anyone who has had 
any Home Economics is eligible. This does 
not mean you must have taken it in Hast High. 
If you have taken it in junior high you may join. 
The girls discuss things that are not taken up in 
regular classwork. The club is sponsored by 
Miss May and Miss Wetzstein. 

P P P 

EL CIRCULO ESPANOL 

Another queer name that most of us do not 
know the meaning of. This is another club of 
the language department in our school. El 
Circulo Espanol is the club for the Spanish de- 
partment. This club was at one time about the 
largest and most active club in East High. The 
programs consist of Spanish stories, plays and 
games. 



28 



QUILL 



ATHLETICS 






1 1 -^p^ 




Swi 



wimmmg 



Scotty's "fish" went for a swim February 25th 
and 26th. (We wonder if their mothers gave 
them that excellent advice, "Mother may I go 
down to swim?" "Yes my darling Joe. Hang 
your clothes on a hickory limb, but don't go 
near l'eau."). (In case you don't know this is 
a French word for water. The best we could 
secure under the circumstances.) 

It seems that some of them must have gone 
near "l'eau" because East High came out third 
in the city swimming meet. 

The boys and the events they placed in are 
as follows: 

160-yard relay — Roosevelt first, East second. 
The team was composed of Norgor, Porter, Mc- 
(irath and Tillman. Time, 1:24.9. 

100-yard back stroke — Zehner (R.) first, 
Romeo (E.) second. Time, 1:17.1. 

40-yard free style — Conkling i R.) first, Bovey 
(R.) second, McGrath (E.) third. Time, 

220-yard free style — Bernstein (N.) first, Sny- 
der (R.) second, Whitney (R.) third, Wheaton 
(E.) fourth. Time, 2:55.7. 



100-yard breast stroke — Gonong (N.) first; 
Haskin (R.) second; Kane (E.) third. Time, 
j : 1 2. 1 . 

100-yard free style — Norgor (E.) first, Brad- 
shaw ( R.) second. Time, 1:02.8. 

Medley relay — Roosevelt first, North second, 
East third. Team: Portor, Kane, Romeo, 
Time: 1:52.2. 

The results of some of the other swimming 
meets are as follows: 

East 30; Boone 36. 

East 18: Fort Dodge 57. 

East 15; Roosevelt 67. 

East 36; North 37. 

City meet — Roosevelt first. North second. 
East third. 

The East-North meet was the closest one this 
year. North won by the close margin of 37-36. 
The last race on the program, the 180-yard 
medley relay, was won by East High. The team 
consisted of Romeo, Kane and Tillman. 

Our boys are slightly handicapped by the fact 
that our pool is 14 feet short of the standard 
length for a pool. 
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G. A. A. 

Perhaps it's the result of the mixer, this 
G. A. A. spirit everyone's talking about, or per- 
haps it's not; we don't know. But this we do 
know — the spirit exists. It exists very concretely 
and is being transformed rapidly into achieve- 
ment by the club collectively and each girl indi- 
divually* 

It all started with the mixer I'm sure, for 
while that was not strictly a G. A. A. meeting, 
being open to all, it served as a course of instruc- 
tion for the prospective members. They were 
given a panorama view of G. A. A. life, and 
were shown what was expected of them, and 
what they could expect to accomplish on joining 
the club. 

Since then, the girls have flocked to the meet- 
ings regularly and transacted the necessary busi- 
ness with alacrity that the older members might 
then explain to them the mysteries of the point 
system. Consequently there is every evening a 
group of from ten to thirty participants engaged 
in one or more sports. 

Without a doubt the greatest interest displayed 
at present is in the intra-mural deck tennis tour- 
nament. The idea of challenging another eligi- 
ble team, playing three sets with them, and in 
this way earn five points has completely capti- 
vated G. A. A. members. The courts have thus 
far been filled each evening until late. 

Before long G. A. A. is going to present to 
the community at large, a fine group of lite- 
savers. A dozen of our girls have been spending 
three or four hours a week practicing for the 
National Red Cross life-saving examination un- 
der Miss Spencer's tutelage. It is quite an honor 
for a club to have a number of members who 
anticipate wearing the Red Cross monogram, for 
it proves that the organization is comprised of 
young people anxious to become useful and cap- 
able citizens. 

When spring arrives, G. A. A. plans to get 
out of doors. There field sports, golf, and tennis 
will be the central attractions. What the most 
popular spring sport may be is not yet certain; 
the weather and choice of the girls will deter- 
mine that. Whatever it is we are sure G. A. A. 
will distinguish itself, for this semester it is an 
up and coming group. 



BASKET BALL 

THE East High team is having a fairly sue* 
cessful season as it has won seven of the 
sixteen games played. The members of the bas- 
ket ball team are as follows: 

Ernest Copper, Magdaleno Rivas, Burdette 
Snow, Ronald McCullough, Preston Evans, Vic- 
tor DeBakey, Eddie Crawford, Lowell Carlson, 
Dick Lozier, Bob Schaffer, Bemhart Herman, 
Glenn Wismer, Don Johnston, Lester Selindh, 
Morris Steinway, Herman Anderson, Harold 
Guy, Matthew Kruzick, Gerald Evans. 

The scores of the games and the dates they 
were played are as follows: 

December 1 1 — East 26; Ottumwa 9. 
December 19 — East 19; Newton 26. 
December 29 — East 26; Boone 27. 
January 9 — East 29; North 13. 

9 — East 26; Grinnell 19. 

15 — East 24; Lincoln 14. 

16 — East 14; Newton 20. 

22 — East 12; Roosevelt 42. 

23 — East 29; Boone 14. 

29 — East 30; Valley Junction 20. 

30 — East 14; Ottumwa 24. 
6 — East 8; Grinnell 18. 

12 — East 13; North 17. 

19 — East 28; Lincoln 16. 

20 — East 20; Valley Junction 15. 



January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
January 
February 
February 
February 
February 
February 



-East 15; Roosevelt 31. 
p p p 



SODALITAS ROMANA 

The Latin club is for any pupil who has taken 
Latin. The Roman banquet is the big aflair in 
the Latin club. Last semester the club members 
visited Drake University. Miss Patterson is the 
advisor of this club, and as she is away for the 
rest of the semester, Miss 1 law thorne will serve 
as advisor. Plans are now being made for a city- 
wide Latin club. 

P V V 
SHAKESPEAREAN 

For seniors only! I knew you sophomores 
would read this so I might as well explain this 
club, because you are going to be seniors some 
day. Any one taking senior English may hand 
in his name to be voted on by the membership 
committee. The club was organized a few years 
ago by two senior boys. 
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STAFF 



RAKY 



Editor-in-Chief 

Associate Editor — Features 
Associate Editor — Literary 
Art Editor 

Denny Littlewood 
Donald Schreiner 
Roy Thomas 
Steve Viggers 



Assistants 
June Douglass 
Jane Allen 

I h i. I N Am HIM 

Dorothy Smith 



Frances Parsons 

Maxine Athey 

Cecile Atkinson 

Eugene Lundberg 

Georgia McGlothlen 
Doyle Mikesell 
Dorothy Spevack 
I I h i \ Km dm n 



BUSINESS STAFF 



Business Manager 



Don Haptonstahl 

Harlan Rupert 
Circulation Manager 

Mary Terrell 
Marcene HaUGE 

Bootee per 

Stenographer 

Typists 

. I d visors — Ed itorial 

Art 

Business 



Advertising StafT 
Hob Carlson 



Assistants 



Doyle Taylor 

Hill Phillips 
Arthur Corey 
Viola Bricker 

Maxine Perkins 
Evelyn Martin 

Clifford Retherford 
Carolyn Swthart 
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One of Our Most 
Popular Dresses Is the 

"MATA HARP 




Special 



5.00 




A dashing little suspender skirt of 
soft, crepe) woolen with a lustrous 
>at in blouse . . . great big 
sleeves, a new high neckline . . . 
and altogether too cunning for 
words. 

Dark hint* with lighter blue blouse 
or black with white. Sizes 11 to 18. 



Sports Shop: S(>con<l Floor: 
Eighth Street 



YOUNKERS 



S A T I SFACTIO N ALWAYS 
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I I 1865 

Senior Rings 
and Pins 

For the 1932 East High Graduate. A 
large selection to choose from. Made in 
our own Shop by expert workmen whose 
homes are in Des Moines. 

Our Special Sale of Graduation 
watches offers unusual values in pocket 
watches and wrist watches. 

Plumb Jewelry Store 

Sixth and Walnut Street 



And then there's the speakeasy proprietor who 
got raided and sued the policeman on the heat 
tor breach of promise. 

P P P 

And then there is the Scotsman who was asked 
how he liked his new radio. 

"Weel, Mon," he said, "it's all right so far 
as the music goes, but it s awful hard to read by 
they wee lamps." 

Which, in turn is followed by the sad news 
of a Scotsman who was killed jumping out of a 
third story window. It seems that he had been 
throwing pennies out to some children on the 
sidewalk below, and one of the strings broke. 
P P P 

Don H.: "Girls of today are not willing to 
get married." 

Hugh M.: "Maybe that's because it is you 
who are asking them.'' 

P P P 

"What are you turning around for, John?'' 
"I've just discovered that we've come 510 
miles since morning; we'll have to run back to 
the 500-mile mark and change the oil." 



DID NOT KNOW WHERE TO AIM 
A drill sergeant was drilling the recruit squad 
in the use of the rifle. All went smoothly until 
blank cartridges were distributed. The recruits 
were instructed to load their pieces and stand 
at "ready," and then the sergeant gave the com- 
mand, "Fire at will 

Private Sandstrom was puzzled. He lowered 
his gun. "Which one is Will?" he asked. 
P P P 

"Delighted to have met you. Come over, 
some evening soon, and bring your husband." 

"Thank you so much, but we never go any- 
where; you see, my husband is paralyzed." 

"Don't mind that, dear; my husband's that 
way half the time, himself." 

P P P 

Melford: "Mother, is everything shut up for 
the night?" 

Mrs. B.: "All but you, darling." 

P P P 

Persis; "Has your baby learned to talk yet?" 
Frances; "Oh, my yes — we are teaching him 
to keep quiet now." 



Lighter Colors, 
Wider Bottoms in 

Spring Suits 

for High School Men 

The lightest, brightest shades 
of Blue, Grey, Green and Tan. 
22 inch bottoms. 

$25 

TWO Trousers 

Herman Kucharo 

On Sixth South of Locust 
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Mother's Day - May 8th 

Do you know the gift she will appreciate most 
is your photograph? Plan now to ma Vz her 
day a happy one. 

HARPEL STUDIO 

Phone 3-3925 518 E. Locust 



Mr. Gabrielson: "Roberta, what is an eco- 
nomic good?" 

Roberta B.: "A good is anything capable of 
satisfying a human want." 

Mr. Gabrielson: "Give me an example." 

Roberta B.: "Well " 

Mr. Gabrielson: "That's right." 

p p 9 

In Miss Fickle's English classes, while they 
were studying Ivanhoe, the following conversa- 
tion was carried on. 

Miss Fickle: "John, do you suppose there will 
be classes of people in Heaven like the serfs and 
knaves, etc.?" 

John L.: "Oh, you won't have to worry Miss 
Fickle." 

P P P 

Teacher: "What is a geyser?" 
Pupil: "A waterfall going up." 

P P P 

Bob: "Mama is papa going to Heaven when 
he dies?" 

Mother: "Why, son, who put such an absurd 
idea into your head?" 



"So your wife chased you into the closet when 
you got home late. Then what did you do?" 

"Locked myself in — and she demanded that 
I come out." 

"Did you?" 

"No, I'm master in my house." 

p p p 

Mary W.: "Well, what shall we do this 
evening?" 

Eugene: "Let's think hard — no let's do some- 
thing you can do." 

P P P 

Jane A.: "These eggs aren't fresh." 
Julian L.: "Not fresh? Why, the boy brought 
them from the country this morning." 
Jane A.: "What country.''' 
P P P 

Gale: "Say, Sweeny was so drunk last night, 
he sold the infirmary." 

Lewis: "Well, what are you worrying about 
that for?" 

Gale: "I bought it." 
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WASTE 



Men who successfully run big businesses arc constantly on the alert to 
eliminate waste of time and material- "overhead expense." 

The same rule should be applied in personal matters. Save the waste 
hv curbing your wants and deposit regularly in a Savings Account. 

WE PAY 3% PER CENT ON SAVINGS 



Service That Satisfies 

Capital City State Bank 

Hank Bldg., East 5th and Locusl St8. 
DES MOINES, IOWA 



Aunt Prudence: "Keep away from that loud- 
speaker, Denny. The announcer sounds as it 
he has a cold." 

V ? V 

Once upon a time a man and his wife went 
for a ride in their car. Suddenly there came a 
loud noise as of an explosion. 

"It's a blowout!" exclaimed the husband. 

"Now, John," said the wife, "you just sit 
still. As I do the driving from the back seat, 
it's no more than right for me to get out and 
fix things." 



Post Office Clerk: "You've put too much 
postage on this package, ma'am." 

Marge P.: "Gracious me! I only hope it 
won't go too far." 

P 9 9 

The pompous judge glared sternly over his 
spectacles at the tattered prisoner who had been 
dragged before the bar of justice on a charge of 
vagrancy. 

"Have you ever earned a dollar in your life?" 
he asked in scorn. 

"Yes, your honor," was the response. "I 
voted for you at the last election." 



Fine Glasgow tailored clothes are 
economy in the long run. Thej 
fit perfectly. 

$15, $20, $25 

Conkling's 

GLASGOW TAILORS 

811 Locust 



EAST HIGH 

CLASS RINGS AND PINS 
PLACK YOl R ORDER 
EARL1 Wl> GET 1 <>l R 

DISCOUNT 

Jfo)Sfl r ' , V' jeweLeRS y 

~ / JJBITTlX- JOE £ BITTLEL Q*S 

THIRD Fl.OO», BLDG 

DES MOINl' 
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First Signs of Spring 



Jusi Arrived 
Two Troii8er Suits 
for ever) Spring 
Function 



On Your 
Marks ! 



Just Arrived 
Tweed Topcoats 
in time for 
Easter 



$14.95 $18.95 
And to Complete the Attire 



Lee Hats 

\\ itfa a smaii snap 
class i- the word 



S3 



Trump Prep Shirts 
\rio\s Sanforized; white 

and solid color broadcloth 

$1.30 



Frankel 
Oxfords 



The medium narrow toe is favored. 
Black or Brown Calfskin at ;i new lt>« price 



95 




I nun's Largest Outfitters Exclusively t<> Men <in<l Boys 



SPEEDY 

Mother: "Well, Martha, have you counted all 
the chickens?" 

Martha Viers: "Yes, mother, sure I counted 
all of 'em, 'cept one/' 

Mother: "Why, what do you mean?" 

Martha: "Well, that little white one run 
around so fast I couldn't count him, but I 
counted all the rest/' 

P P P 
TESTING THE D()(i 

Lorna (to visitor): "Oh, how are you? Come 
right in. Don't mind the dog." 

Cecile: "But won't he bite?" 

Lorna: "That's just what I want to see. 
I only bought him this morning." 

P P P 

Johnnie L.: "At last I have a real piece of 
Dews! Ted S. got stuck in the mud on the side 
of the road." 

Doyle M.: "What's unusual about that?" 

Johnnie: "Well, you see, he pulled over to 
allow another car to pass." 



SYMPATHETIC 
Wife: "John, I am sure there is a burglar in 
the house; ain't you going to get up?" 

Husband: "Certainly not. Do you think 
I'm going to deliberately run the risk of making 
a murderer out of a poor fellow who is now 
only a common burglar.'" 
P P P 

Darold: "You look like a sensible girl, let's 
get married." 

Maxine: "Nothing doing. I'm just as sensible 
as I look." 

P P P 

A SPONGE NEEDED 
Landlady: "A professor formerly occupied 
this room, sir. He invented an explosive." 

New Roomer: "Ah! I suppose those spots 
on the ceiling are the explosive?" 

Landlady: "No, that's the professor, sir." 
P P P 

Ardis: "I hear that you acted in this last 
talkie." 

Eloise: "Yes, I was the approaching foot- 
steps." 
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TUDIO 




820 Locust Street 



DISTINCTIVE 
PORTRAITURE 



Phone 4-4302 



They all laughed when Obedia 
S3t down to have his picture 
taken, but Oh Boy! when he 
got His Proofs? 



HATES T( ) BE DISTURBED 
And is your dog a good watch dog at night?" 
"I should think so. At the least noise, you 
have only to wake him up and he harks." 
P P P 

"Pop, what's a monolog?" 

"A monolog is a conversation between hus- 
band and wife." 

"I thought that was a dialog." 

"No, a dialog is where two persons are speak- 
ing." 

P P p 

Bill Phillips: "What's the date, please?" 

Miss McBride: "Never mind the date. The 
examination is more important." 

Hill P.: "Well, sir, I wanted to have some- 
thing right on my paper." 



FINEST Ql \ Lin 
GB \Dl \TI()N <: \Kl)S 
50 CENTS PEB III NDRED 
GEO. V. LICHTJ PRINTING CO. 

Bill Phillips, East Hitfh Representative, 
6-5050 215-219 Polk Bid*.. 5th Ave. 



\o HORSE NEEDED 
"How about some nice horseradish?" said the 

grocer to the new bride. 

Mildred S.: "Oh, no, indeed! We keep a 

car." 

P P P 

Lawyer: "But, madam, you cannot marry 
again. [£ you do, your husband has clearly 
specified that his fortune will go to his cousin." 

Fair Client. "I know that. It's his cousin 
I'm marrying." 

P P P 

"Before we were married you called me an 
angel." 

"I know it." 

"And now you don't call me anything." 
"That shows my self-control." 



Read the 
Advertisements 
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Now's the time 
to be thinking of 

Spring Clothes 

The Utica's the 
place to go 

theUtica 

L&A.FRIEDLICH CO, 

ifiti'i Qreate* Appmrd SMV 



"A burglar got into the house at 3:00 o'clock 
this morning, when I was on my way home from 
the club?" 

"Did he get anything?" 

"He certainly did. The poor burglar is in the 
hospital suffering from a broken skull. My 
wife thought it was me." 

P P P 

Connie C. entered a crowded street car with 
a pair of skates over her arm. An elderly gentle- 
man arose to give her his seat. 

"Thank you very much," said Connie, "but 
I've skated all the afternoon, and I'm tired of 
sitting down." 

P P P 

A father took his four-year-old son to the in- 
cubator in the cellar to see the eggs hatch. 

Said dad impressively: "Isn't it queer how 
the little chicks get out of the shell?" 

"Huh?" replied the youngster, "what 
me is how they get in there." 

P P P 

She: "Why not ask father now? There he 
goes to the billiard room." 

He: "Wait till he goes to the library. I'd 
rather he hit me with a book than a billiard cue." 



gets 



Lighten and Brighten 



the ta>k> of borne, More or factory with Dependable, Eco- 
nomical Electric and Gas Appliances. 

Approved Appliances, such as advertised by this company, 
are also sold on favorable tcrm> by Other Reliable Dealers in 
This ( lommunity. 

Des Moines Electric Light Co. 
Des Moines Gas Company 

312 Sixth Avenue Phone 4-2131 
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Try Woltz's 



They're kind to your throat; your eyes,- 
your mouth; your years 



THEY SATISFY 

420 9th Street 



THEY PROOF IT!!!! 

Phone 4-7923 



FOR Tl IE LAST TIME 
Don H.: "Mr. Smallwood, I ask you for the 
last time, will you pay me that three dollars you 
owe me?" 

Denny: 44 For the last time? I'm glad to hear 
you say that, old man. You know I was getting 
awfully tired of hearing you ask that foolish 
question I" 

V V V 

Myrtle: "What's your idea of an optimist?" 

June: "A dead broke individual ordering 
oysters with the hope that he can pay for his 
dinner with the pearl." 



MANY A TRUE W( >RD 

"Papa what is a low-brow ?" 

"A low-brow, my son, is a person who likes 
funny papers, snappy stories, girl shows and the 
like and doesn't mind saying so/' 

"And what is a high-brow, pop?" 

"A high-brow, my son, is a low-brow who 
won't admit it." 

V P V 

Mary: "It took eight sittings." 
Georgia: "What? Have you been having 
your portrait painted?" 

Mary: "No, learning to skate." 



Theatrical and Fancy Dress 
Costumes for All Occasions 

College and High School Caps and Gowna 
East Hifih students are always welcome 

Wingate Costume Co. 



200 Walnut Street 



Phone 4-2512 



Queal Lumber Company 

Two Hip Yards 

\\ est 7th & Keosauqua 
34133 



East Ith & Grand \\»\ 
3-4137 
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JOHN W. BLOEM 
Class 1922 

Shake hands with an East Hinh (.raduatr 



Graduation Time Calls 
for Clothes 

Morgan Suits have three qualities — 
Up to the minute >t\ le, 
Fine fabrics and 
Expert tailoring. 

15.50-49.50 up to 29.50 

Seniors ask about our Graduation (rijt 
Certificate 

Morgan Clothing Co* 

522 Easl Locusl St. 



CAUSTIC, VERY! 

She insisted hotly that, economy or no econ- 
omy, a new frock she must have, and he, with 
equal warmth, declined to produce the cash. 

"Ill never speak to you again!" she snorted 
angrily. 

"How like a woman," he sighed. "When 
everything else fails, you try hribery." 

P P V 

Millie Troger: "And what would I get if I 
cooked a dinner like that for you every day?" 
Marion: "My life insurance." 

P P P 

He: "If I had known that tunnel was so 
long, I would have kissed you." 
She: "Heavens, wasn't that you. : " 



THK (JRKATKR FKAR 
Mrs. Stratton (during family quarrel): "What 

are you, anyway; a man or a mouse?" 

Mr. Stratton ( bitterly ) : "A man. If I were a 

mouse I'd have you up on that table now, yelling 

for help." 

P P P 

Pat was arrested lor being intoxicated, and 
on being brought before the judge he was asked 
by the court what he was there for. 

Pat: "Your honor, I was arrested for being 
intoxicated." 

Judge: "Pat, where did you buy the liquor?" 

Pat: "Your honor, I did not buy it. A Scotch 
man gave it to me." 

Judge: "Thirty days for perjury." 



GBACI CLARK DeGRAFF 
Prominent Vocal Teacher 

Announces a new plan of class vocal study for those 
who are interested in singing correctly. Rates : Pri- 
vate lessons $3.00; Class of two $1.50 each pupil: 
Class of three $1.00 each pupil; Class of four $0.75 
each pupil. Term consists of nine weeks. FORM 
YOUR CLASS AT ONCE. FREE AUDITION. 
Phone 5-0182 for appointment and further informa- 
tion. Evening classes arranged if desired. Studio — 
Stoner Bldg;., 914 Walnut Street. 



EXPERT PICTURE FRAMING 

CARLSON'S SHOE REPAIR 
SERA ICE 

Goods oj quality with u real 
fiunnmtvv 

1300 Lyon St. Phone 6-3912 
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